tones Labours lofti 

So much I hacc a breaking caufc to be 
Of heauenly oath, vow’d with integritie. 

Kin. O you haue lin’d in defolauon hcere, 
Vnfeqie, vnuifitcd,much to ourfhame. 

Not fo my Lord, itisnotfo 1 fweare, 

W c haue had paftimes hcere and pleafant game, 

A mcile ofRullions left vs-butof late. 

Kin. How Madam ? Ruffians? 

Qx. I intruth my Lord. 

Trim gallants, full of Couitlhtp and of Hate; 

Rofa. Madam fpcakc true. It is not io my Lord t -. 
My Ladie( to the manner of the daies) 

In curtcfic giues vndefcruing praife. 

W e foure indeed confronted were with foure 
In RufTia habit : Hcere they flayed an houre. 

And talk’d apace: and in that houre (my Lord) 

They did not bleGevswith one happy word. 

I dare not call them foolcs : but this I thinke. 

When they arc thirflie, fooles would faine haue drinke.' 

Ber. Tliisieftisdricto me. Gentlcfwcet, 

Your wits makes wife things foolifli when we greet 
With eyes beft feeing, heauens fiery eye.* 

By light we loofc light : your capacity 
Is of that nature, that to your huge ftore. 

Wife things feeme foolilh, and rich things but poorer 
Rof. This proues you wife and rich: for in my eye. 
Ber. I amafoolc, andfullofpovertic. 

Rof. But that you take what doth to you belong, 

It were a fault to fnatch words from my tongue. 

Ber. O, I am yours, and all that 1 pofieffc. 

Rof. All the foole mine. 

Ber, I cannot giue you lefle. 

Rof . Which of the Vizards was it that you wore ? 
Ber • Where? when? what Vizard? 

Why demand you this ? 

^ There, then, that vizard, thatfuperfiuous cafe, 
That hid che worfc,andfhew’dthcbctterface. 

Kin. Wearedifcricd, 

They ’ll raocLe ys now downeright. 


louesLakotirsloft, 

aws&iSSK- 

Norntucr niorc in Ruffian habit waite. 

O! oarer will 1 mrfttofpeecherpeod 

NortothemrwwnofaSchoole-b y 6 

Nor ncucr come in vizard to my fnend 
£ L in rime like » blind-herperr fong. 

Tilfccapbrafes,filkenrcBme>pecife, 

Thtce-pil’d Hyperboles, fp rnce iff eaioo , 

kl»Ws) 

Henceforthmywoingmindeftiallbeexprelt 

In rulTec yeas, and honeft ketfienocs 
And to begin Wench, fo Godbclpe melaw, 

My louc to thee is found ,fa»s ciackc or fl W. 

Rofa. Sans, fans, I pray you. ga 

Ber. Yctlhaucatncke 

Of the old rage : beare with me, I am heke. 

lie leaue it by degrees : (oft, let vs lee. 

Write Lord bane mercy onvs-, onthole tttree, 

They are infeacd, in theit hearts it lies : 

They haue theplague, and caught of your eyes : 

Theie Lords are vifned, you are oot tree: 

For the Lords tokenson you doe I lee. 

1 1 

RoC, It is not fo ; for how can this be true, 

That you ftand forfeit, being thole that fuc . ^ 


